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always, but I wish you would do something
to deserve forgiveness. Will you do some-
thing to make up for my lonesomeness of a
fortnight ? I leave to your intelligence the
application of adequate damages.

cxxxv.

LONDON, June i, 1850.

I SHALL not tell you much of my impres-
sions. Decidedly, Englishmen are individu-
ally stupid and collectively admirable. All
that may be done with money, common
sense and patience they do; but they have
no more idea of the arts than my cat. We
are going to Hampton Court in order to
avoid the offers of suicide which the Lord's
day makes. All the women seem to me to
be made of wax. They wear bustles so
considerable that there is room on the Re-
gent Street sidewalk for only one woman.
I visited yesterday the new House of Com-
mons, which is a frightful monstrosity. I
never knew before what one could do with
absolute lack of taste and two million pounds
sterling. I fear to become a socialist by are not materially changed.ak in Spanish. I have not
